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Christmas Store 


Dear Mother: 


This has been a very busy day at The Training School, for it has 
been “Christmas Store” day. I wonder if I have ever told you about 
our store. You remember the “O. K.” slips that the children always 
carry with them that are marked at the end of each session of school 
or when the child passes from one department to another. This is 
the child’s credit for good behavior and earnest endeavor; in order 
that he may receive just the credit that is due the slip must be marked 
before he passes to another person, lest by night there shall have 
been many changes in mental attitude and he may be very good or 
very naughty during that last hour when the day is nearly over and 
everybody is tired and he might be marked according to that and all 
of his real effort of the morning be lost, or perhaps, the chip that 
rode on his shoulder in the morning may be forgotten by evening, and 
so the value and the justice of the “O. K.” would be gone. 


In case he fails to put forth his best effort and does only 
poorly the things that he can do well he gets a hole instead of a good 
mark on his O. K., that may mean that the weekly store will be cut 
down a bit and there is always the possibility that on some fateful day 
he may see all of the good things temptingly arrayed at store but he 
will have no credit because there are “too many holes in his O. K.” 


It is a wonderful game in which each child plays the cards for 
himself. I wish that I had the time to tell you more of the history 
and the psychology of this plan for it is intensely interesting to follow 
many of the children over a period of ten years and study their records, 
for none of the O. K.’s. are ever destroyed, and to see the ups and 
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downs the little fellows have with themselves, but in nearly every case 
there comes a time when he or she wins out and they come to be 
known as, “one of our good steadies” and it may be that they have not 
had a hole in their O. K. for five years. 

However, this is not what I wished to tell you about just at this 
time, for Christmas store means a different thing and is the first 
event to mark the coming of Christmas, after the sending of the 
Christmas letters. 

I wish that you could have seen the store today for I think it was 
a little more radiant than ever before and when we went in early in 
the morning, for it is an all day affair and all must be ready the night 
before, I wished that a great many people might see and appreciate 
all of the thought, vision and love that had gone into the preparation 
of that display. Much time is given to the decoration of the room 
and the arrangement of the pretty things that none of the thrill of 
gift shop and toyland shall be lacking for our children, and that 
they might see too the buying of gifts and follow them on their way 
until Christmas morning, for at this store the children buy gifts with 
their own little funds to send home. 

Early in the morning the children begin to arrive and on this 
day there must be no haste and we must give the real Christmas 
spirit to.our selection. The home folks are each considered and only 
the very prettiest gift will do. There are indeed, a great many things 
from which to choose. Some of the pretty things have been made at 
school; rugs, taskets, embroidery, dolls and many other things will 
go that have been made by the child or by a school-mate. -Besides 
there are so many beautiful things that “the problem of Christmas 
shopping” is not lacking here. 

I enjoyed seeing little Bobby at store today, for he has not been 
here long and Mother and Daddy do not know about Christmas store 
and he was so happy to give them a real surprise and so he chose the 
very prettiest bottle of perfume in all the array for Mother, and a 
lovely tie for Daddy and then for the two little sisters “a little littler 
than me”, it took a long time to decide for Bobbie is only a little 
youngster, but he came nearer being a real man than he ever has before 
for he was doing independent thinkmg. And when at last a lovely 
big soft cloth dolly caught his eye he was perfectly satisfied with his 
purchases. With the patient clerk, he went over all of the gifts, to 
be sure that all had been remembered and that everything was just 
right, and Bobbie had learned the finest kind of a lesson in heart train- 
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ing and had some wonderful Christmas joy. Then came Max, one 
of our fine big fellows. His package must be chosen with great care 
for it must cross the ocean and go to a distant country and it could 
not be too big or too hard to pack. So after much consideration he 
decided that it would be very nice to have a fine photograph well fram- 
ed to send to his father and mother. Tomorrow Max will go to town 
to have the picture made. Would you like to follow that picture to its 
destination ? 

Then there are the girls—dear me—girls and girls and girls with 
shopping lists and big bags, but there, after a while they are all settled 
and go away very happy. I wish that you could have seen one little 
Polish boy, who was never quite so happy as when he at last had 
in his possession the one thing that he wanted for his mother, “that 
little pink hat” (a boudoir cap). Carl is a little boy who has no 
home friends to remember, but he came with his little bit of money 
and wished to buy a “nice present for Miss F ,”’ the young lady 
with whom he works, and no little boy ever took greater pleasure 
in spending his “every penny, except one,” to buy a beautiful hand- 
kerchief for the one he loves more than anyone else. 


I might go on through the long list telling some interesting 
thing about each one, but I must tell you that all of these gifts go to 
the different cottages and the matrons help the children to wrap each 
package in pretty papers and cover them with seals and the little 
messages are enclosed. The packages are tied with gay cord and 
addressed and finally are ready to start on their journey to so many 
parts of the world. What a welcome these little packages will have 
in those homes on Christmas morning! 





HELEN HILi 


The Christmas Room 


Its all very well for us adults to talk about “the joy of giving.” 
The idea is a good one to instil in the minds of children, but 
Christmas should mean to them and does mean “getting.” They en- 
joy buying presents for their relatives and friends, but does that 
pleasure even approximate the delirious happiness with which they 
anticipate the arrival of their own gifts? The merging of “what 
shall I give my friends?” marks the transition from child to adult. 
May all The Training School children remain in the former enviable 


stage. 
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If then, Christmas joy means receiving welcome presents our 
children were completely happy. The Christmas Room testifies weeks 
ahead to the preparations. Do you know many homes where the 
children’s Christmas lists are studiously followed? The Santa Claus 
who visits The Training School, is the embodiment of a small nani 
of employees whose time previous to the holidays is entirely given 
over to the work in the Christmas Room. 


Beginning with only a card index of the presents each child has 
requested from Santa, ending by Christmas time with two rooms filled 
to the top with big fascinating looking boxes. 


Think of the work for over five hundred children. Receiving, 
unwrapping, itemizing each gift which comes, deciding which of the 
other requests shall be followed, sorting the presents, marking each 
garment and finally putting them all in a big tempting box with the 
name of the child in large enough letters so he cannot fail to receive 
it. What is in this box over here about to be tied up marked with the 
name of a child who has been a conscientious worker for many years? 
A lovely big, blue bathrobe which would delight any girl, some nice 
handkerchiefs, a collar, fruit and candy. And in this box which is 
going to one of the older boys? A heavy suit of woolen underwear to 
keep him warm when he is driving, some warm hose, several ties and 
handkerchiefs. There is a big box of roller skates under the table 
and one remembers the little errand boy with the winning smile who 
has been hoping for some for Christmas. There are lots of dolls, 
“mama dolls” and “baby dolls” enough to engage the attention of 
every girl child in the School. 


In paying tribute to the School employees who gave so gener- 
ously of their time to prepare the Christmas boxes and to do the clerical 
work in connection with the letters, the parents of our children should 
not be forgotten. From the ones who are financially able to give, not 
only to their own, but to other children at the School, to the ones 
whose boxes show what a sacrifice their preparation was, all gave 
willingly and helped make the children’s Christmas a happy one. 
Nor is our Christmas fund donated entirely by parents. Many con- 
tributors are people who feel that they can fulfill some of their Christ- 
mas obligations to give in no more profitable a place than in the fund 
which is used in granting the children’s requests. 

Doris DEWEY 
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Christmas Sunday 


The day dawned grey and dreary, unusually warm and without 
the twang of a cold December day that one expects at the Christmas 
season. Soon the rain began to fall. Whatever might have been 
the condition of the weather did not typify the spirit that dwelt 
within the hearts of the children on Christmas Sunday. Though there 
was rain without there was sunshine within. 


After dinner the Sunday suits and dresses are gotten out and 
preparations are made for the Christmas Assembly. The tower bell 
rings and the children file quietly into their places in Garrison Hall. 
The program opens with a Christmas Voluntary by Miss Nellie. Then 
follows the singing of Christmas carols such as “Hark the Herald 
Angels Sing,” “While Shepherds Watched,” “Happy Christmas Day,” 
“O Little Town of Bethlehem” and “Silent Night.” Recitations by 
Bennie, Charlie, Marvin, Laura and Leslie are received with approval. 
The juvenile quartette renders “Jolly Santa Claus” with the vigor 
that comes only to those whose faith is steadfast in the dear old Saint. 
The lesson talk by Dr. Johnstone is typical of the Christmas spirit 
and made so simple that every child must understand its meaning and 
get a thought that will have its influence on their life, if only for a 


the day, 


The band takes up the strain-and the familiar Christmas tunes are 
again ringing throughout the Hall. The program concludes with that 
wonderful old hymn “Joy to The World” played by the band and 
followed by the doxology and the children’s benediction. 


The activities after the program are miscellaneous. Some of 
the boys go to milking, others take short walks. And so the day is 
spent until time for the Good Night Song. 


Christmas Sunday is Advent and full of expectation and an- 
ticipation and if one is to receive one must anticipate else there is no 
joy in the consummation. Christmas Sunday is the day of anticipa- 
tion for Christmas Eve when the boys and girls meet Santa Claus face 
to face. Christmas Eve is the day of anticipation for Christmas Day 
when the happy consummation of all the desires and wishes are to be 
realized. But underneath it all is the true spirit of Christmas with 
its anticipation of the birth of the Saviour and His message of “Peace 


on Earth, Good Will to Men.” 
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Christmas at Menantico 
By Santa 


When Menantico was first started, ten or eleven years ago, it 
seemed so far out in the pine and oak woods and so much off the 
regular track that the folks and the boys out there thought they would 
save me some trouble by coming in to Garrison Hall to give me a 
reception with all of the other boys and girls of The Training School. 
But after a while it grew so big and so important that one of my sprites 
just whispered in Mr. and Mrs. Merithew’s ear one time, when they 
were asleep, that I’d rather go out there. Trouble? Not a bit of 
trouble. Just a bit more fun. 


You see I have tried all sorts of schemes for getting about. I’ve 
used wagons and automobiles and so they built fine roads for me to 
get out there. I even tried airships and used my old route through 
the air, but I’ve decided that there is nothing that will quite take the 
place of reindeer and sleigh and I think I'll stick to that. 


Of course I’m pretty big, for I believe I grow a bit fatter as the 
years go by, and I believe I’m a little bit prouder of it than I should 
be for you know the more you laugh, the fatter you get. Well, I 
see so many funny and interesting and happy things through my 
magic telescope at the North Pole, that I laugh most of the time. 


But no matter how big I get and no matter whether people live 
in flats, or apartment houses or what, no matter whether they have 
big fireplaces and chimneys or steam heat radiators or even electric 
heaters and no chimneys, the Queen of the Fairies fixes it all for me. 


Wherever I go she sends with me her little elf, Fidelia and Presto! 
Whoever has faith can call me and in a giffy, I, with all my pack- 
ages can be so little that I can squeeze in anywhere and then get 
back to be my real self in another giffy. Now isn’t that easy? And 
its not the least bit of trouble to understand as soon as you have faith. 


Well, out at Menantico everybody has plenty of faith or you 
wouldn’t see those wonderful fields and cottages and barns that seem 
to have been picked out of what a lot of unknowing people call waste 
land, by what another lot of foolish people call waste humanity. 


And so Fidelia has turned my telescope to Menantico many times 
in the past year and she went with me when I called there on Christ- 
mas Eve. 
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There had been weeks and weeks of preparation in decorating 
as beautifully as had been done at the Colony. There was a happy 
satisfaction in looking it all over. Now the tiny electric lights were 
turned onto the trees, and such trees, one need not be told that the 
Colony is in the heart of thousands of acres of evergreen woods. And 
there were lights in the huge Star over the fireplace, and a Christmas 
garden, and a roaring log fire, and yards and yards of laurel rope 
and wreaths everywhere. There seemed to be no place overlooked. 
The dormitory had its pretty roping and a wreath over every boy’s bed 
and there was a pretty Christmas tree in the corner. The hall with 
stately little spruces seemed to keep sentinal over the Christmas 
Spirit there. 

The kitchen and dining room with a motto in red “Welcome to 
All” made me feel how genuine and sincere is the spirit and welcome 
to the simple life on this big farm. In fact, Christmas was every- 
where from the Director’s Cottage, to the laurel and Christmas tree 
at the new “Hog House.” But where have all of these Christmas 
greens come from, and who has done all the work? “The Boys” to be 
sure; Raymond, Earl, Norman and Joe have perhaps been leaders with 
the boys who went with their horses and mules to cut and bring in the 
trees, but the fine spirit of appreciation of the “talents” has been one 
of the things that can never be told—even to the boys in whom the 
power of making a wreath, tying laurel into a rope or even the judge- 
ment to pick off suitable pieces for others to use, is lacking, has not 
been denied his share. Maybe he can carry in branches or perhaps 
sweep up when the work is over. Really it is hard to surprise me 
but I was surprised to see how much some of the boys had done. 
And besides they sent a lot of greens and trees into The Training 
School and especially the rope for Garrison Hall. 

Christmas is not an affair of a day out here for even before 
Thanksgiving plans were being made and many of the long evenings 
were spent in trying to decide what would be asked for in the Christ- 
mas letters. The Christmas store was fine and fine was the spirit of 
the officers who helped me by making a number of beautiful gifts for 
the boys to send home to their home folks. 

Christmas Eve came at last, however, and you know I was really 
afraid I’d be late. One of my reindeer, Blitzen, went lame at New- 
field and I had some trouble getting to The Training School, and as 
usual it was hard to leave it, but I reached Menantico at last and 
what a welcome awaited me. Cheers, songs, shouts of Merry Christ- 
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mas, over and over. Some of the older fellows thought I had sent 
someone to take my place but when they shook hands and looked me 
over thoroughly they knew that it was I, myself. 


Well sir, I nearly danced my legs off and so did they, but it was 
a great party. Then I sent them off to bed. Blink, blink and they 
were all asleep; plink, plink and the presents were all fixed for the 
morning ; swish, swish and I was off to the next place. 


But you know I have a radio-sight affair that I carry about with 
me in my sleigh, so that at any instant I can see what is going on 
anywhere and it is so wonderful that I can see in the flick of an eye- 
lash whatever has gone on before and what is going to happen. So 
I saw the boys awake and-I saw drums and horns, bouncing balls, 
base balls and footballs, sweaters, skates and shoes, and more ties and 
handkerchiefs than I could count. Besides, of course, I can hear at 
a distance and over and over I heard, “I got just what I wanted!” 


And over in the Manager’s Cottage on Christmas Eve I saw all 
of the Colony employees gathered late at night. There too was a 
Christmas tree. It was a little tree—a very little tree to bear so 
much fruit—for all upon and around it were packages large and small. 
All sorts of queer shaped bundles expressing the love and good fellow- 
ship of those folks, who make a little community of themselves far 
out from the town. But it is a very happy group of people for they 
trust and respect and admire each others good qualities and they 
have the true spirit of Christ and Christmas for they spend their days 
ministering unto His helpless children. 

Good wishes to you Menantico. A good year and many, many 
of them. May your love and energy continue to grow spreading its 
beneficient spirit far and wide. 


Santa Claus at Garrison Hall 


Who isn’t thrilled when, as the whole lower floor of Garrison 
Hall is filled with expectant people awaiting his coming, the jingle of 
Santa’s bells is heard in the distance, and finally the old Saint him- 
self appears and actually recognizes and talks to you? 


Who wouldn’t be a child again when there is such a chance to 
add so much more happiness to Christmas time than could possibly 
be experienced otherwise? 
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Many people pity those of us who spend the holiday season on the 
“inside” of The Training School and yet so much more pity is due the 
people on the “outside” for it hardly seems possible that they can 
really know the true Christmas Spirit. If one is inclined to doubt this, 
all that is necessary is to ask someone who has spent Christmas at 
The Training School. 

How fine it is to be able to prove to the doubtful ones that Santa 
Claus is an actuality, for his realness cannot be at all doubted after 
it is seen how much beatitude he is able to bring to the little minds 
that look up to him with such hope and belief. 


Santa never fails to visit Menantico and there his visit is antici- 
pated and prepared for just as much as at The Training School. 


One of the finest things about our Christmas is the playing of 
the Carols, by the band, in the early morning. For some reason, per- 
haps it is because of the simple, yet celestial spirit that is felt by the 
players themselves, that this Christmas music always makes such a 
deep impression upon those who listen. 


The giving out of the presents, the extra playtime, the big 
Christmas dinner and many other things connected only with this 
season are much enjoyed, but after all to write of Christmas is almost 
as difficult a task as to write of a tree, a stream, or any other God 
created thing, but while we are not all fortunate enough to be able to 
celebrate on the “inside” let those of us who cannot, remember that 
if these simple minded folk find cause to be happy, we certainly have 


many reasons to rejoice in our own happiness. 
EarL JOHNSTONE 


Christmas Morning at the Training School 


Pen cannot write nor tongue describe ones innermost feelings 
as he moved among the boys at The Training School Christmas morn- 
ing. The moon was still shedding its silver rays on the frosted earth 
when the sixty boys of Branson Cottage made a leap from their beds 
to the day-room, there to fully realize their fond expectations.. The 
School band had already started to play Christmas Carols in another 
part of this cottage. We all wished that at least some of our relatives 
could be here to share our happy day. Before we reach Mills Cot- 
tage we could hear joyous notes of many voices, which, it is needless 
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to say, were not in unison. Willie said: “Santa Claus left us a big 
tree and so many things on it.” As we looked across the road into 
Baker Cottage day-room we could see the boys jumping around the 
trees in their nighties. Bobby and Charlie said: “Oh! let us stay right 
here, we don’t want any breakfast this morning.” By this time we 
had reached the dining room, and as the boys assembled for breakfast 
there was not only merry sounds of groups coming together, but there 
was a confident expression on their faces which manifested (not pre- 
tended) true happiness because the School Santa had not allowed them 
to be forgotten among his countless number of boys and girls in the 
world. 

After breakfast it did not take long for the boys to go to their 
several cottages and prepare to receive their gifts which Santa had 
left Christmas Eve, when he visited them in Garrison Hall. Each 
boy received his gifts and waited around their Christmas tree, until 
Prof. Johnstone gave the signal to open. Well, we venture to say 
there is not a prestidigitator who could do the trick more proficiently, 
and please note that this.trick was not an optical illusion, because we 
Saw real things after the manipulation of the hands on the packages 
which brought joy to the boys’ hearts. 

In quicker time than it takes to tell it these gifts were either 
being worn or used for play or pleasure. We grown-ups had to take 
the byways as the boys had taken full possession of the sidewalks on 
their new roller skates. 

We now returned to Robinson Cottage for dinner. Prof. Nash 
came in and could not help giving vent to his feelings by starting some 
good old Christmas Carols, in which the boys all joined standing at 
their tables. Then the doxology was sung and the signal was given to 


be seated. 
H. 


Adam’s Christmas 


Adam, our office boy, is a very cheerful little fellow who has 
been brimming over with Christmas Spirit for weeks. Long before 
Christmas the children wrote letters to Santa Claus asking for toys 
or little things they wished most. I asked Adam what he wanted 
Santa to bring him, and with a great deal of enthusiasm, not easy to 
describe, he told me that he wanted skates most of all; a sweater to 
keep him warm, “Yes, nice and warm,” he added with a happy smile 
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and a watch just like Miss F——’s so he could look at his wrist and 
know just what time it was and he would never be late at the office. 
Even though Adam is a little boy who cannot tell the time his anticipa- 
tion of the watch was no less real. However, he would be so happy 
if Santa would only bring the skates. 

Adam has no parents or friends so far as we know, other than 
the ones he has made at the Training School, but his jovial disposition 
has won for him many devoted ones here. He has been very busy 
carrying packages to us from the office, and whenever he saw a bit of 
Christmas green he would bring it along too—a little gift from him- 
self. We were very proud of his little branch of holly because of 
the pleasure he had in sharing with others a bit of his Christmas cheer. 

He has been interested not only in what Santa would bring him, 
but what he would bring to all the rest of us. Santa to him is a 
wonderful, mysterious person, as he should be to us all, who can grant 
all of our wishes and give us permission to do all the nice things we 
want to do. Adam was in high spirits to know that he and his chum 
could go to town during the Christmas holidays with one of his “very 
best friends” among the employees. 

After we had gathered in Garrison Hall on Christmas Eve I soon 
saw Adam’s smiling face turned toward the door already to welcome 
Santa, and when he did arrive there was such an outburst of glee. 
He did not go up to shake hands with him as some of the other little 
folks did, in fact, his expression became quite composed and intensive. 
Probably it was because he hadn’t seen him for a whole year and’ was 
wondering if he really had brought the skates after all. When “Hail! 
Hail! Santa Claus” was sung his spirits rallied and he was his own 
cheerful self. Santa only had time to open his pack of candy as he 
was on his way to Menantico, but Adam knew he would surely stop 
at his, Branson Cottage, and leave his skates—and of course he did. 

Adam is only one of our many little folks who have waited so 
long for Christmas and Santa, who never fails to keep the faith of 
our children. Through the good friends of the Training School, San- 
ta has been able to furnish many little homeless folks with skates and 
toys, and sweaters to keep them “nice and warm.” And how happy 
they are on Christmas day and will be on through the year to have 
seen Santa and received something from his ever bountiful store. 

Adam came running to tell me that Santa brought his skates and 
sweater and other things too, and he is still expressing the Christmas 
Spirit by his simple childish joy. JANE ALLEN 
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The Miracle Play 


Each year for months before Christmas is really in sight, before 
grown-up folk with grown-up responsibilities are beginning to think 
of gifts and parties and home comings, and long, long before across 
the conciousness of small people the far flung shadow of Santa Clays 
falls, the plans for the Christmas Play must be well and truly laid, 
Each year there must be the vain searching through catalogues for 
play titles and descriptions, the doubtful scanning of musical scores, 
the hurried reading of impossible dialogues, the search becoming more 
and more hopeless as the time goes on until in desperation a final 
choice is made not of the- most suitable but of the least unsuitable 
play, for many things must be considered. The play itself must be 
bright and sparkling and yet within the compass of minds that are not 
bright and sparkling. It must not be long, but yet it must allow for the 
appearance of perhaps a hundred children. It would be easy indeed 
to find a play that would provide parts for half a dozen of the Schools’ 
brightest, but the play is the children’s play and that means all the 
play for all the children, or at least as many as the stage and the wings 
can hold. Not to be in the Christmas Play at The Training School is 
indeed an unenviable distinction. 

What other seemingly impossible conditions must be met in choos- 
ing the play are known only to the person who chooses it. But once 
the last desperate hazard is drawn then hesitation ends. It is time to 
be up and doing. The dialogue must be rewritten, the music rear- 
ranged, dances and songs and merry jests interpolated so that the star 
performers will not hold the stage too long; scenes must be rearranged 
and the resources of the costume room reckoned with. Then comes 
the allotment to the teachers of drills and songs and spoken parts to 
be taught and the real work of the Christmas Play is begun. 

But who could describe all that that sentence means? Memories 
that are briefer than the reflection of a shooting star to be entrusted 
with the telling speech and the appropriate action; steps that are 
shuffling to be taught to move with rhythm and precision ; limbs that are 
inert to be moulded to be the medium of graceful pose or gesture; 
voices that are hoarse or flat or thin or colorless—all that voices can be 
when the soul behind the voice is darkened—these must be toned and 
tuned till there is some semblance of melody or expression; person- 
alities that are themselves characterless and spineless must play the 
part with dignity and strength! And under all this teaching must run 
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deep rivers of patience and good will so that balky wills and sullen 
tempers shall not be roused and rehearsals end in the mingled tears 
of instructors and instructed. 

So day after day, and as the weeks flit by, night after night the 
rehearsals go on. Not once or twice but scores of times every small 
detail, every pose, every speech, every stage entrance and exit must be 
repeated. The boys who have worked hard all day on the farm and the 
girls in the cottages must stand and wait their turn; to hear again and 
again the same old instructions. Jokes that were jokes become thread- 
bare inanities, songs that seemed once to have had a lilt are dull and 
spiritless, speeches that read effectively sound dead and monotonous 
until all the play seems trouble and weariness of spirit. But at last 
the epic task is done and then all that remains is the arranging of 
effective costumes ; the excision of parts where even the most herculean 
labours have failed, the sudden substitution of understudies for those 
who at the last minute fall sick or go home for vacation and the 
smoothing out the temper of the stellar performer who has had a 
fuss with his cottage supervisor and is in no mood for play acting— 
these and a thousand and one other small worries crowd in at the last 
moment and each and all threaten to ruin the whole. 

Then at last the first performance night arrives, the last rehearsal 
is given——wretchedly it has gone perhaps but now the matter is in the 
hands of the gods. Up till now it has been the teachers’ play. Quick- 
ly they are withdrawn behind the scenes, all the signs of labour are put 
out of sight and the play becomes the childrens’. And it is really 
theirs—for audience and actors on this first night are all the children 
of all the institution. Everywhere around the grounds you can hear 
the glad announcement “It’s the Christmas Play tonight.” Never will 
audience be so enthusiastic. The jokes that seemed stale and time 
worn live anew. The blunders that were so tragical became happily 
comical. The songs that were toneless go swingingly; the speeches 
that dragged, ring out convincingly and with the putting on of the 
costumes a new spirit of confidence is put on also, and so the play 
is Over. 

Then on Saturday the Play is repeated for the town folk—friendly 
critics of the School. Minor faults of production have been ironed 
out and unlooked for emergencies met, and all goes better than before. 
The audience really enjoys the Play for the Play’s sake and forget 
altogether the excuses they were prepared to make for the poor chil- 
dren. 
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Thus every year at The Training School the miracle happens, 
That which had its being in pain and weariness of spirit is suddenly 
a joy and labour turns to happiness. S. D. P. 


Below is an Account of the Christmas Play 
Published in the 
Vineland Daily Republican, December 31, 1923 

Weeks and months of intensive work on the part of both pupils 
and teachers culminated Saturday evening in the signally successful 
presentation of the colorful costume play, “Pocahontas,” at The Train- 
ing School, before an audience estimated at between four and five 
hundred enthusiastic spectators. 

With the original play rewritten for the occasion, and an excel- 
lent cast picked especially for individual ability, the affair was one of 
the most interesting yet presented at the School, where the Christmas 
Play is an annual feature, a climax to the year’s work of the School. 

That many of those present come regularly each year to the 
School’s Play, did not pass unnoticed. Prof. Johnstone, in his wel- 
come to the audience between the two acts, said, for himself and the 
pupils, “We welcome you tonight to our Christmas Play. The children 
taking part in the performance cannot individually welcome you, and 
I must substitute for them. Do you know that throughout the year 
and as the time for this event approaches, the children look forward 
to, and speak of, seeing old familiar faces in the audience—people who 
regularly each year attend our plays.” 

Prof. Johnstone placed the credit for the success of the Play 
equally upon pupils and teachers, but particularly he emphasized the 
untiring efforts of Mrs. C. E. Nash and Mr. Kelly; Mrs. Nash man- 
aging the business affairs of the Play, and Mr. Kelly re-writing it, 
planning and executing scenery and costumes. 

The first act, with its scene laid in the New World, in the forest 
near Powhatan’s village, serves to introduce the characters, who later 
furnish the main interest of the story, providing a few exciting mo- 
ments and an excellent setting for several intricate dances. 

The story of Captain John Smith’s adventures with the Indians 
and his thrilling rescue by Pocahontas, are, of course, familiar to 
every one. A novel feature of this act, however, was the introduction 
of a character little known to history, yet who kept the audience in 
the main convulsed with laughter at her witty remarks, chronic match- 
making, and evident “nosiness’—Powhatan’s mother-in-law, “Ah- 
Meek.” 
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In the second scene the loose threads of narration started in the 
first act were skillfully gathered together, and woven into the spectac- 
ular climax. The scene this time was in the Old World, in the Court 
of King James. The yeomen of the guard, with their scarlet uni- 
forms; the gentlemen of the Court; with their somber black costumes 
only slightly relieved by touches of lace; the ladies in stately old- 
fashioned costumes, and the hideously painted warriors brought over 
by Captain Smith to the Court, made up an animated color spectrum— 
one of the prettiest scenes of the production. 

King James was dressed in the purple of Royalty, a truly majestic 
personality as he ruled his domain. With his commands carried out, 
confusion became order, the traitors punished, Rolfe and Captain 
Smith rewarded for their earnest work and heroism in the Colony, 
and the day declared a holiday by the King. 

This introduced a pageant that exhibited a combination of songs 
and dances cleverly executed. In succession there were the following: 
A solo by John Rolfe, a graceful minuet by the ladies and gentlemen 
of the Court, four sailors in a typical deep-sea hornpipe, and best of 
all, two Blarney lads in a rollicking Irish jig. 

The pageant concluded the play itself, but there were several 
other features worthy of note. Between the first and second acts four 
of the boys gave selections with brass instruments. Among the favor- 
ites they played were several Christmas numbers: “O Little Town of 
Bethlehem,” “Hark! the Herald Angels Sing” and “Silent Night.” 

With a cast of 103 participating, it is difficult to pick any stars. 
The various choruses for the musical numbers incorporated in the 
play, pixies, fairies, moonbeams, goblins, Indians, squaws—all were 
for the members individually, and as units, triumphs in their diversi- 
fied roles. 

It seemed, however, that the work of Pocahontas and Ah-Meek 
stood out as stellar parts. Enthusiasm, animation and a genuine adapt- 
ability to the parts and to work behind the footlights made these two 
delightful performers. 

The proceeds derived from the Annual Play are used to provide 
additional happiness and comfort for the children during the long 
winter months. A feature of interest is the fact that the programs 
of the Play were printed by the boys taking part in the performance. 

There was an unusually large audience at the Play this year. 
The receipts were $146.00. 
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Institution Notes 


We were happy indeed that no children were sick in the hospital 
during the Christmas Holidays. 





Our new sterilizer has been received and is now in operation; we 
hope to be able to demonstrate its value in the days to come. 





The Christmas dinner under Mr. Rohnert’s supervision was very 
fine. Dinner of roast duck, dressing, mashed potatoes, lima beans, 
cranberry sauce, sweet potatoes, celery and ice cream were all nicely 
served and the way it disappeared was astonishing. It was fine to 
hear the expression of appreciation from several of our big boys as 
we went through the dining room, about the nice bright new dining 
room they are enjoying this Christmas. One of the boys said: “Gee! 
our dining room is nicer now than the family dining room and our 
eats taste lots better.” 





One of our boy’s parents, who visited here for several days, said; 
“T have had another insight into the wonderful work that is done here 
and know that this is the place where “Happiness” is first.” 





The candies are gone, the toys will soon be broken and trinkets 
lose their brightness, but the happy memories of “Christmas Day” 
will linger on. 





There is no department that does not have some special work of 
its own for Christmas. The farm boys have the pleasure first of trips 
to the woods to locate trees and greens—later they go with teams 
to bring them in and get them ready to be put in place, and also help 
with the making of wreaths and rope. 





998 Christmas packages were received and made ready for Christ- 
mas morning—87 packages were not received in season to go to the 
children until December 26th. 





During the holidays the Keighley-Sheppard greenhouse was a 
place of beauty and cheer. Mr. Seaman raised one hundred and fifty 
poinsettias. Many of these plants bore as many as eighteen or twenty 
huge flowers—-some of them measuring twenty inches in diameter. 
The plants were enjoyed in the various cottages and some brought 
Christmas cheer to our friends in town. 
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